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Letter from the editor 


This month’s issue of the Vox features no theme, to allow your mind to wander freely through our pages without 
being shackled to a topic. I suggest taking your copy on a long mid-day bike ride through the streets of our fair 
city until your legs almost give out, and then keep riding farther, and farther, and farther until you can’t possibly 
stand it any more. Your vision will grow blurry as the sun scorches the backs of your eyes, and the sunlight 
beaming down will seem to engulf you as sweat pours off your body like a waterfall. Finally, your legs will lose 
function, and you’ll go flying off the bicycle, scraping and bruising yourself on the course, jagged road. It’s 
there, on the ground, in the pain and the heat and the bright, bright light that you'll realize all the things you 
thought mattered mean nothing, and in that moment of clarity, you'll reach for that copy of the Vox you carried 
with you in your backpack, and find you're reading a magazine in exactly the manner you’ ve always wanted 
to..awith maximum enjoyment. 


Sincerely, 
Rob Bryant 
Vox Editor 


Letter from the WTUL General Manager 


This issue has that great honor of coinciding with the start of another year of school, for me, my last year of school. 
Although, with everything going on here at ‘TUL | can’t even think that far ahead. We're gearing up for one crazy 
year, Campus looks more like a construction zone then an institution of higher edu- =» 

cation. You know things are messed up when you only have one road running 

through campus and it’s closed! Oh yeah did | mention that in the next few months 

we have to move the entire radio station? Oh well, that’s for us to worry about, not 

you. We'll keep doing that thing we do: bringing you the best damn radio in the city 

of New Orleans from any number of our over 100 DJs, and you keep doing that 

thing you do: listen. Everything should work out just fine. Oh yeah, enjoy the Vox! 


Sincerely, 

Steve Miles 

General Manager 
WTUL New Orleans 
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America HAS gone to shit for the thousanth 
time! 


To VOX STAFF: 
am the parent of a prospective Tulane student (yes, I am try- 
ing to talk her out of it) and we were at your fair city to tour 
the campus and see the Vieux Carre last week. 

While walking on campus I noticed a copy of the VOX 
from August, 2003. I always like to read these sorts of publica- 
tions; they often contain interesting pieces. 

I really want to compliment Steve Miles for his story about 
the PATRIOT Acts. It is reassuring that someone in the younger 
generation “gets it”. The PATRIOT act is one of the most bla- 
tant frontal assaults on individual liberties in recent history. You 
students are too young to remember Kent State, where the Ohio 
National Guard used live ammunition to break up a war protest 
and killed 4 students (Thus the Neil Young song, “Four dead in 
Ohio”). Iam not. I was born in 1957. Many of your parents 
may be younger than me. Ask them about the Viet Nam war era 
and how the government tried to impinge on civil liberties. Ask 
them about Martin Luther King and the SCLC and the incredible 
courage exhibited by the non-violent demonstrators for civil 
rights. Ask them about Watergate and the incredible abuse of 
executive power by Richard Nixon and his cronies. (While you 
are at it, ask how a misguided conservative jerk like John 
Poindexter (do you recall Iran-Contra?) can be influential in the 
current administration). It is certainly true that those who do not 
know the past are doomed to repeat it. The Cold War citation 
was quite relevant, too. 

I also want to compliment “Ms. Conduct” for “Apocalypse 
Now”. I have seldom laughed so hard at satire in my life as I did 
at the Ruben vs. Clay issue...I loved the digression about shrub 
and wmd, and the main point about the proposed change of FCC 
tules was on target and relevant. You have identified another 
important issue, and you were really smart to publish the office 
addresses for the Senators, Reps, FCC etc. 

So, you guys KEEP UP THE GOOD WORK! Maybe your 
prose can eventually inspire more of your generation to get off 
their sorry butts to REGISTER AND VOTE, because ONE 
VOTE DOES MATTER and your age demographic has an 
abysmal voting record. (At the risk of being preachy, I have 
already voted in one election which was decided by one vote out 

of over 1000 cast! It was about whether or 


4 tte vox not to build a veterans’ memorial in our home 


town (Shawnee, KS).) 
Fight the good fight! 
Gary Gaddis 


What the f***? Tulane’s not good enough for you? - Steve 


Zero Tolerance policies may be hurting 
police/resident relations in the 9th Ward 


DEAR VOX, 
ie the article “Murder Beat” in the newspaper and I have 
something to say. First I want to clarify something I’m not 
saying our officers are abusive. They are not. They are in most 
cases politely enforcing a policy they have no control of. 
Namely the recent zero tolerance policy imposed on the ninth 
ward, including Marigny and Bywater due to the terrible murder 
tate nowhere near here. 

I Live in Bywater in a relatively quiet place. We do home 
maintenance services. 

Our friend and worker __ is not a drug addict, but drug 
addicts do hang out on his porch. When he threatened to call the 
police they told him they would kill him and burn his house 
down. We had him talked into talking to a quality of life officer, 
but before he could he had two experiences that made him not 
want to talk to the police at all. 

was on his lunch break on St. Claude one day, when 
his boss went into the hardware store across the street to buy 
something. When [the boss] came out he observed 2 officers 
taking the phone out of ___’s hand and handcuffing him. 


Saying he must be a drug deal- 66 on’t city officials 
er. [The boss] explained he was dD realize the police 


working with us and they let who have no power to 


hi : 
mee make policy are becom- 


Then last week, s 
observed the police ing resented and feared 


down the street on Piety. The  5y people who could and 
same street where lives would help them solve 
and has to ask permission to —_ real crime if they weren’t 
enter his house due to the afraid and resentful?” 
addicts occupying his porch. In -Z.TR. 


fact less than one block away, 

The police were running up in the driveway of a man who is not 
a drug dealer. The man ended up being arrested for some minor 
thing that occurred 20 years ago regarding failure to attend jury 
duty. I read this in the newspaper 

This man has children to care for and expenses he cant 
afford while right down the street drug dealers openly get high 
on crack and threaten anyone who dares comment. Later that 
week a friend got stopped for theseatbelt law. The officers were 
polite but he was detained for hours and given numerous 
tickets even one for not changing the address on his driver’s 
license. Some of the neighborhood people began to comment to 
the police. They were angry knowing this person was neighbor 
and friend not a criminal or crack dealer. I keep hearing of dif- 
ferent people being arrested for trivial things, people with no 
criminal history. 

I have lived here for over 10 years. When I first came it was 
terrible. I would lay in my bed night after night listening to 
gunfire. I even had the nerve to call the police. The bullets that 
rang thru my house a week later are still visible from the out- 


— —— 


side. But due to new police action all that changed. Before even 
completely law abiding people mistrusted the police and had 
nothing to say therefore nothing to contribute to crime solving. 
We made friends with the new police force. They listened and 
offered suggestions. I found out about Quality of life officers 
from our officer Doug. 

This is the first time in years I have heard regular everyday 
people being so negative. Today I looked out to see police down 
the street. I still don’t know what happened but there was a 
police car there since 2: am no officer in sight. 

We all got worried when the crime lab came out. I said I 
was going to go ask if all our officers were OK. People tried to 
hold me back they said the police have been stopping everyone 
lately for no reason and that I would be detained or arrested. 
Well, I went and asked and wasn’t detained or arrested but I was 
disturbed that neighbors don’t want to talk to the police. 

It’s too reminiscent of how it was before. I hope we can work 
out a better solution for our neighborhood. This zero tolerance 
might net more arrests but I fear serious crime might not be 
solved if people around here go back like they were when I first 
arrived. Every day I hear another story another friend stopped 
on the way to work on foot car bicycle and detained. My area 
for instance has less serious crime than the lower 9th yet we feel 
like we are in the combat zone needlessly. Jailing aging hippies 
for standing on the corner smoking grass is silly. I have seen 
some of these same people get involved when someone tried to 
perpetrate a crime. I even read some block parties and second 
line parades are being discouraged. I’m worried that we will 
damage our unique cultural heritage. 

One young man stopped to see if he could help when he 
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saw a police officer in the street with a lot of people around. He 
asked the officer if everything was OK. Due to zero tolerance he 
was asked for his ID and jailed for a ticket he actually paid 
years ago. I heard him say “I will never approach a police offi- 
cer again”. I hope things change. That’s what people said years 
ago and it was hell. Let’s stop blaming the police and face the 
reality that we have to participate in the political process. This 
means more than voting. 

Don’t city officials realize the police who have no power to 
make policy are becoming resented and feared by people who 
could and would help them solve real crime if they weren’t 
afraid and resentful? __ has to ask drug dealers to move off 
his porch to even enter his door after working all day. Believe 
me we appreciate and want our officers in the Bywater but I see 
a public relations problem that may lead to a crime-solving 
problem. 

-A Zero Tolerance Resident 


Editor’s note: The names in this letter were blanked out for 
legal purposes. Oh... why not! “The story you have just read is 
true. The names were changed to protect the innocent.” 


The Vox reeks, and | think I’m funny 


DEAR MR. BRYANT, 

bd “magazine” sucks, frankly. I once had a Shop-Vac that 
sucked harder, but not by much. I would almost go as far 

as to say that it is completely worthless, although that would be 

a flat out lie. It is, in fact, leveling out the uneven legs of the 

table I’m sitting at, preventing it from wobbling as I write. 


Art? 


Send any art, doodles, comics, 
photos, or whatever to: 


WTUL NEW ORLEANS, 91.5 FM 
THE VOX MAGAZINE 
TULANE UNIVERSITY CENTER 


NEW ORLEANS, LA 70118-5555 


or e-mail a file to vox@wtul.fm 
if you would like to see them in 
our magazine 


After forcing myself to read the entire 39 pages of same- 
font, same-size, misspelled, “destructively”-themed words 
crammed into 3- two inch columns on each page, giving me the 
same head twitch you would expect from someone suffering 
from turrets syndrome as I try to read through an interview 
about a talented local musician who thinks that the Vox is 
“garbage” (Alex McMurray)...I realized that I had lied for the 
second time in my life. The Times-Picayune isn’t actually the 
worst publication in Louisiana (as far as layout, content and 
editing go). I'll have to call my mom back and tell her the good 
news. She loves the Chris Rose column. 

I hope that I’m not the only one that feels this way. I met a 
16-year-old boy a couple of weeks ago who thought that this 
magazine was absolute shi@t. He was, in fact, a whiny little 
know-it-all son-of-a-bitch who tried to impress girls 5+ years 
older than him with worthless bullshi@t that he would constant- 
ly pull out of his ass (not to mention his boyish good looks). But 
the truth is, he was really, really good at pulling things out of his 
ass. So if a prepubescent boy can convince me that he is 
adamantly disgusted by this music mag, I’m sure there are oth- 
ers out there, old and young alike, who would be willing and 
able to do the same. 

If anyone in their right mind has picked up the second issue 
of “The Vox” with the intent to use it as anything other than a 
wobbly table leveler (such as bathroom reading material or 
make-shift toilet paper) and happens to read my angry letter in 
mid wipe, listen up. I would like to make a call-to-arms and ask 
that all of you other ANGRY readers write in to express your 
opinion on this subject matter and flood the WTUL mailroom 
with their own ass-wiping material. For those of you who actu- 
ally enjoyed the 1st issue of “The Vox,” I have 3 words for you: 
SHOVE IT UP YOUR PIE HOLE YOU HANSON-LOVING 
. HIPPIES! 

Yeah, I know, that’s 10 words, but we’ll just blame that on 
an “editing” mistake and see if anyone notices. 

-Monica E. Brower 


Ms. Brower, 

I can't believe you even brought up Hanson in your letter. 
Maybe it was because you spend all of your time hanging out 
with prepubescent boys. Bite me. - Rob 


Editor is an ass, says former editor 


ROB, 
hanks for referring to my work on the Vox as “god-awful” 
and a “laughing stock.” 

Much Appreciative, 

Rachelle 


My foot is literally in my mouth. —Rob 


California is a mad, wild zoo 


DEAR VOx, 
n general, I’m very proud to be from California. In New 
Orleans, Californians are a sort of novelty, and for the past 
two years I’ve enjoyed the cries of “Oooh, you’re from 
CaliFORnia?” and smiled politely at remarks such as “You’re 
from San Francisco? Are you gay?” Hell, I 
6 the vox just spent fifty bucks on a sweatshirt that says 


No one is going to believe this was a real letter 


Cali Girl (it’s a Neighborhoodie, by the way, and I love jt). Yet 
ever since the talks of recalling Governor Gray Davis turned 
into a reality, ! ve become more and more embarrassed to admit 
that I’m from that state. The one whose Senate couldn’t com- 
promise on a budget so the senators just simply didn’t show up. 
The one whose supposedly cash-strapped university system 
approves a 25% increase in tuition while simultaneously giving 
its Vice President a pay raise of nearly $100,000. The one 
whose residents vote a governor into office (for the record, I 
didn’t vote for him), then turn around and petition to get the ass- 
hole out of Sacramento, inspiring 135 people to run for the 
office including a guy who is most famous for the line “I’ll be 
back.” What is this world coming to? I knew we were in for a 
ride when the country “elected” Bush (I won’t get into the 
Florida thing) but I was smugly contented knowing that my state 
didn’t contribute electoral votes to him. In 2000, at least, it was 
easy to blame things on the uneducated masses in the middle-of- — 
nowhere. But this mess? Caused by people in my own beloved 
state! The land of the liberal! California doesn’t have the 
money, time, or resources to haphazardly throw together this 
election. The rest of the country — fuck, the rest of the goddamn 
world — is laughing its ass off at the silly Californians. And me? 
I’m wondering if I should put that sweatshirt in the back of my 
closet for a while. 

-Amy Goldfine, WTUL DJ 


j 
-Amy, I can't believe it myself that simple star power can sway 
the entire political orientation of a state! But really, who wears 
their own state’s sweatshirt? - Rob i 


Hi. 
ock my fucking world why don't you. Very refreshing zine-- { 
I highly enjoy it. Nice article content, good interviews, and _ 
suggested accompaniment for your next murder made me smile. — 
Could be in every issue with varying needs for accompaniment. 
Keep being wonderful. 


xo 
annie 


-I want to have your baby. - Rob 
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Ass faces of the Month: 


Yo La Tengo and the 
wannabe hacker! 


WINNER! 

Last March, WTUL busted our asses 
to try to get Yo La Tengo to play a 
Marathon show. They were scheduled 
to play Austin, and their booking 
agent made us write out a full pro- 
posal before they would even consid- 
er squeezing us in on their off day. 
As it turns out, we were rejected, but 
there seemed to be good news at the end of the dark tunnel. 
Their self-centered booking agent, Bob Lawton, wrote “YLT 
cannot make it that day after all. Ira [Kaplon] said he would 
love to come and do a show with you (TUL) in the fall.” Well, 
that sure as hell didn’t happen. Behind our backs, Yo La Tengo 
booked with Tipitina’s. Then came the chance fora Vox inter- 
view. Seemed easy enough, especially since Ira’s brother was a 
WTUL DJ back in the day, and, as Bob Lawton reminded us in 
the same email, Ira “loves the station.” Nope... our dedicated 
editor tried and tried to get the interview to no response. Perhaps 
they weren’t in the mood to interview? Oh no, it’s not that, it’s 
that the fuckers were too busy laying down a conversation for 
Where Y’at. What the fuck! Yeah, that magazine’s probably got 
some street credit! (All due respect to our friend Mr. Rob 
Cambre). So with their bastardly social graces, their weak new 
full-length, and their greater-than-thou attitude, it’s officially 
declared that Yo La Tengo is struggling. What happened, fellas? 


RUNNER-UP! 


The wannabe hacker who got his kicks this month infecting the 
nation with “The Worm”. Your virus is a fucking joke. Nobody 
gives a shit if they received an extra twenty blank e-mails in 
their box. Maybe your nerd terrorist plots will result in your chat 
room MUD buddies giving you cyber-props, but other than that 
you'll still just continue being nothing but a fart in the wind. 
Come back to us when you start wearing the big-boy pants. Oh, 
and when you try to get back at the Vox by by bombing our sys- 
tem, just know that it all goes to one guy on one computer. I 
hope you can handle it. 
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MUSIC & PUBLICITY FIRM 


'- INTERNS WANTED - 


FLEXIBLE HOURS & RELAXED ATMOSPHERE 
WHAT WE DO; 


| » VENUE BOOKING IN LA, CO, AND AL 


« BAND MANAGEMENT & PUBLICITY 
~ FESTIVAL & FILM PROMOTION 


Cooking with... 
Mang ina 


This month we’re in the kitchen with Mangina, and it looks like the fellas have let us in on the secrets of one tasty meal. If you 
haven't gotten the chance to experience the mayhem, you can stick your dick ‘twixt your legs and make it to one of their September 


shows. They'll be banging out two sets (one mod (?!) and one metal) at the Circle Bar on Friday, September sth or you can check 


‘em out at Checkpoint’s on Saturday the 20/2 with the Scripts and the Hibachi Stranglers. Alright, kids, you got the recipe, now to 
your kitchens, y’heard? 


Cooked and served in a thick spicy sauce, this is one of Authentic Metal Face’s favorite dishes. A real favorite 
amongst Nigerians and New Orleanians alike, but certainty not for the faint of heart and soul. The heat from 
the ass load of chilies used is enough to rip your face off. I have reduced the amount of chilies used in this 


recipe, but it can be increased to suit one’s taste. A superb dish to be enjoyed with your choice of ice-cold low- 
end brew and followed with a nice pile of Decatur St. Flake. 


~ goup of Some Dude's Head 
wu (Serves 6) 5 


1 head 
3 fresh chili peppers ~ 
8 fresh tomatoes 
2 onions - 
arilic 
x Cosas pepper sauce seasoning 
3 tbs. Lemon Aue 
4 tbs. tomato puree 
q £1. of. paim-otl 
2 pints stock or water 
1 onion (sliced) 
salt to taste 


iid ts 


Singe the hairs off the head, then scrape until all the 
hairs are off. Wash the head thoroughly with soap and a 
rough sponge or brush. Chop into small pieces with a 
sharp cleaver and rinse thoroughly, removing the brains 
(save dem brains and send them too the lamest “black 
metal” poseur band you can think of). Pour over the 
lemon juice and mix in. Leave to rest for 15 minutes. 
Grind together the whole onions, garlic, chilies and 
tomatoes. Place meat in a large pot, add the sliced 
onions, chilies, stock and seasonings. Cover and cook 
for 45 minutes. Check and stir frequently. Finally add 
the ground chilies, tomatoes, onions, palm-oil and wild 
mint. Bring to the boil and simmer gently for 30-40 
minutes until meat is tender. Serve in traditional earth- 
enware dishes or the skull from the poor schmuck ya 


whacked fer da soup, garnish with chopped mint. 


MANGINA RIP THEIR AUDIENCE TO SHREDS AFTER A HOT BOWL OF SOUP 


OF SOME DUDE’S HEAD 
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n the dim recesses of WTUL Radio’s history, a 
light brightens the path strewn with years of 
musical variety, pop culture of the moment and 
~ staff DJ’s, too numerous to mention in a single 
breath. That beacon is “Cheezmuzik’ (sic), created 
by the fertile minds of WTUL programmers about 


25 years ago. Though the exact origins of the name .__- 


are obscured in the haze of times past, it seems 
likely that the genre title was developed by Bob 
Dunn and John Thomas, former music show hosts 
in the psychedelic *70’s. Scott Smith, long-time 
host of the original Sunday Cheezmuzik program 
often remarks, that this category of artistic endeave 
is one of New Orleans best kept secrets. In our 
overall 2003 schedule, this genre is still one of our 
most popular and well supported. 

In the 1960's, radio programming had transited 
from live studio music, serials, soap opera, comedy 
and radio dramas, live news and commentaries and 
other expanded uses of an imaginative medium to 
formula concepts, such as Top 40 and other homog- 

‘enized niche specialties, intended to capture audi- 
ences and hold their attention at one spot on the 
dial. Part of this development may be attributed to 
increased interest in television, a competing medi- 
um, which, inherited and redefined the old shows, 
presenting them, now, with pictures, forever cloud- 
ing the creative aspects of mind pictures inherent in 
the older radio formats. 

Enter Progressive Free-Form Programming. 
At various stations around the country in the late 
‘60's and early *70’s , WTUL among them, a new 
breed of eclectic and creative DJ’s began mixing 
music of all genres—particularly newly created 
electronic & ambient sounds, extended and exotic 
Asian, African or Latin-influenced music, folk & 
progressive rock, fusion jazz, blues and even classi- | 
cally influenced groups, e.g., Pink Floyd, Moody 
Blues, Emerson, Lake & Palmer, Mike Oldfield, 
Walter (aka, Wendy) Carlos and numerous others. 
In the mix might also appear spoken words of poet 
Dylan Thomas or acid guru Timothy Leary, the 
rantings of Lord Buckley or contemporary comedy 
by Firesign Theatre, Bob Newheart or George 
Carlin. Sometimes, programmers even created their — 
own radio dramas, comedy skits or presented 

~ demented news of the weird and unusual. It was a 
glorious era of creative media use! 


ie ae 
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: & Z i = : 
UL Radio was among the leaders in this 
movement among Crescent City Area stations. Older 


listeners may remember The Green Sound or 
‘Bizzare Radio-with Two ‘Z's, later, The Bob Dunn 


Show, Best of Freret and, most importantly to this 


article, Cheezmuzik, as developed by John Thomas. 
Although the memory is hazed by years, the term 


“cheez” or “cheezmuzik”’ has been attributed in 


JWTUL lore to discussions by Dunn and Thomas, 


who, with other DJ’s of the times, were trying to 


come up with a term to describe the “mellow” sounds 


for the music and other materials they were program- 
ming in the transition from late-night psychedelia to 
more normal early morning hours. 

One of the best descriptions defining the term 


‘oa 


44° Take a deep 

breath...close your 
eyes, and let the music effort- 
lessly transport you to a : 
delightful place as tranquility, 
balance and joy.” 


same from Lenny Bertrand, Tulane University Music 
ibrarian and former Cheez DJ, who was quoted in a 
2002 Times -Picayune article comparing it to its 


‘namesake dairy product. “Sometimes it’s creamy and 
sh,” he said. “Sometimes it’s crumbly and sharp. Its _ 
wholesome, natural and mellow.” Scott Smith likes to ©” 


call it just beautiful mellow music or a massage for 


Hyour ears. Other producers of similar formats, like 
Steven Hill, founder of the weekly nationally syndi- 


cated show, “Hearts of Space’, describe this as 
“Space Music’, and his website <www.hos.com> 
defines the genre as “a new expression of the cen- 
turies-old tradition of contemplative sound experi- 
ence.” To Capt. Christopher, host of the Saturday 
morning version of Cheezmuzik, “Phoenix Flight”, 


_ the music provides a serene place in which to voyage, 
together, through the far recesses of inner space. On 
imy show, listeners are invited to join this mak! e- 


believe trip to the “Isle of Cheez’’( I love cheez), 


% 


where we all relax beneath the palms in a beautiful virtual tropi- 
cal reality or, my favorite description, “A Sound Oasis in a Sea 
of Noise.” 

Take a deep breath...close your eyes, and let the music 
effortlessly transport you to a delightful place of tranquility, bal- 
ance and joy. Almost immediately, you’ Il notice you are breath- 
ing more deeply and reconnecting to that special place of peace 
that exists within each of us. New-Age Pioneer, Steven Halpern, 
Music Therapist and Director of Inner Peace Music, instructs: 
“Play the music softly in the background and enjoy it as “sonic 
incense” for yoga, massage and relaxation: Listen deeply, and 
the sustained resonant low tones and shimmering higher har- 
monics become a valued ally for meditation and journeying on 
the inner planes of consciousness.” 

I came to this music because it made the most sense in a 
world beset with violence, aggression, misunderstanding and 
excessive noise. Having lived through the growth and develop- 
ment of rock ‘n roll in all forms, both as a listener, consumer 
and music programmer, my artistic tastes finally settled into the 
genre that appeared to be the most loving, eclectic, artistic and 
meaningful in an environment seemingly dedicated to just the 
opposite. I try to communicate this love of the serene and beau- 
tiful to listeners, who empathize on the same wavelength. 

For a further description of “Phoenix Flight”, please visit 
the WTUL Website at: <www.wtul.fm> and find my photo in 
the Staff/DJ Profile section. There, you'll also find a link to a 
detailed playlist of the music aired on “Phoenix Flight” and 
“Sunday Cheezmuzik” at: <www.newagereporter.com>, creat- 


ed by webmaster, Ben Dugas. This site includes photos of 
artists, album cover art, sound samples and links to artist and 
label webpages and e-mail addresses. 


In closing, I offer to you a beautiful quote from Japanese 


producer of electronic and ambient music, Kitaro, who summa- 
rizes the true purpose and meaning of Cheezmuzik for all of us 
in a troubled era: “The wars of the world don’t come from 
outer space. People create them, people who have a war 
within themselves. I want to create music that eases that war 
within.” 

Take care and see you soon on that beautiful island of 
serenity 


Top FIVE comics you 
should be reading 


(but probably aren't!) 
by DJ Spider 


1. Fables 

Writer: Bill Willingham 

Artists: Lan Medina (main penciler), Steve Leialoha (main 
inker), Mark Buckingham (penciler), Bryan Talbot (illustrator), 
Craig Hamilton (inker) 

Publisher: Vertigo 

Synopsis: Every fairytale character you’ve ever heard of (and a 
few you haven’t) has been exiled from their world to ours by a 
threat powerful enough to force all of them, the good and the 
bad, to declare a general amnesty and live together, hiding 
amongst the general populous. 


eee 


Current Issue: Fable sheriff Bigby “Big Bad” Wolf tells fable 
leader Snow White how he fell in love with her. Meanwhile 
Bluebeard has hired a psychotic Goldilocks to assassinate both 
of them, and Prince Charming has challenged Bluebeard to a 
duel to the death in Bigby’s name. It’s love, bullets and sword 
fights! How can you go wrong? 

Why You Should Care: Series creator Bill Willingham is doing 
for fairytales what Grant Morrison did for Victoriana in League 
of Extraordinary Gentlemen. He’s taken the characters we’ ve 
known since childhood and managed to make them not only 
interesting to an adult audience, but downright human enough 
for us to identify with. From the very first issues which opens in 
the middle of an argument over Beauty and the Beast’s marital 
difficulties and Prince Charming’s philandering (as it turns out, 
the Prince Charming from all those stories was new ie 


actually the same guy), it’s obvious that happily ever after really 
isn’t, even for fairytale characters. As for Medina and Leialoha’s 
artwork, their ability to interpose fairytale magic into the banali- 
ty of New York City and yet still make us believe that these 
characters are stuck in the real world is reflected in every sky- 
line, penthouse suite, and office in the book. The series is quick- 
ly paced and fairly easy to pick up. Only on its 16th issue, it’s 
already completed three storylines and a one shot over the past 
year and released two collected editions, Legends in Exile and 
Animal Farm and will release a prequel one shot next month. 
You can check out a free online copy of the sold out Fables #1 


at http://www.dccomics.com/features/fables 


2. Poison Elves 

Writer: Drew Hayes 

Artist: Drew Hayes 

Publisher: Sirius 

Synopsis: So much has gone on in the world of Drew Hayes’ 
Poison Elves since its inception it’s impossible to give you a 
rundown on all of it. The series’ hero Lusiphur, rogue, former 
assassin, and reluctant savior for the rest of the world brawls his 
way across the landscape of Amrahly’nn trying not to get him- 
self killed or arrested while attempting to rescue his partner Jace 
and the telekinetic child, Wisp. 

Current Issue: Lusiphur pauses to argue with his sword on his 
way to rescue his partner and his ward while attempting to stop 
a genocidal conflict between humans, elves, and the vicious 
Fell. Meanwhile, Jace is a zombie thanks to a bad case of 
worms, Wisp has his hand chopped off after killing his prison 
guard, Lirilith gets a request for help Lusiphur, and elf leader 
Mogre Ur warns the humans not to get in his way as he goes 
after the Fell. 

Why You Should Care: Hayes’ underground hit has had an 
incredible run at over 100 issues if you include the miniseries I 
Lusiphur, Lusiphur and Lirilith, and Parintachin. It has survived 
cancellation and, even more astounding, the death and return of 
its creator (Hayes died in the hospital in March of this year and 
was revived moments later). Unfortunately, Hayes’ health prob- 
lems have put the series on a sporadic release schedule momen- 
tarily, so take the time to catch up on what you’ ve missed. 
Poison Elves is like D & D re-imagined during a massive PCP 
binge. Hayes’ gore-art visuals are matched only by the humanity 
of his characters, particularly in his miniseries spin-off Lusiphur 
and Lirilith, which details Lusiphur’s entry into the life of an 
assassin and warrior and the loss of his childhood love. Hayes 
has been hinting not so subtly at the series possibly ending or at 
least to massive changes with the current genocide storyline and 
the return of a number of long lost characters (as well as the pre- 
viously mentioned living death state in which Jace dwells). 
What he’s got up his sleeve for this long running and always 
surprising series is anyone’s guess. 


3.H-E-R-O 

Writer: Will Pfeifer 

Artist: Kano 

Publisher: D.C. 

Synopsis: Back in 1965 D.C. Debuted a comic called Dial H for 
Hero about a teenage kid named Robby Reed 

V2 ie vx who fell into a cavern and found an alien 


_ Thrust 


Angle of Descent 


device that looked something like a rotary telephone dial. Robby — 
discovered that by dialing the letters H-E-R-O he could trans- 
form into a randomly selected superhero. 

Fast-forward fifteen years after the original series. Two 
more teenagers, Christopher King and Victoria Grant, discover a 
pair of the H-E-R-O dials hidden in a pendant and a watch. 
Eventually they find out that Robby had created the two dials by 
punching D-I-V-I-D-E into the original to escape in a moment of © 
need. Unfortunately, it also divided Robby into good and evil 
personas. The kids, of course reunite the halves, turning Robby 
back into his old self again. 

Another few years pass and we catch up with Christopher 
and Victoria, now all grown up, having left their superhero days 
behind them and lost their dials, not to mention Victoria having 
been brainwashed to kill Christopher by an evil cult. Long story 
short, Victoria is deprogrammed and Christopher finds out that 
there was a flaw in the second set of dials which finally causes 
him to start shifting from persona to persona uncontrollably 
before disappearing. 

Now in the present day, the original dial resurfaces. Gone is 
the “look how cool it is to be a superhero” aspect of the series 
and Will Pfeifer replaces it with a darker look at the lives of 
every day people into whose hands the dial falls. Rather than 
focusing on a central character like the first two series, the dial 
keeps changing hands every few issues, leading the story in new 
directions. Perhaps the most fascinating story thus far has been 
the series opening, which is actually the story being recounted to 
a suicide hotline operator by a kid who thought it’d be cool to 
have superpowers and instead ended up almost killing several 
people (not to mention burning down his place of business). 
Current Issue: A group of Jackass style stunt performers gets 
hold of the dial and uses it to start their own internet video busi- 
ness, Chaos Inc., using their new superpowers to perform more 
outlandish stunts. Meanwhile a television producer decides he 
wants the group and a high security prison inmate decides he 
wants the dial. 

Why You Should Care: Pfeifer has really outdone himself on 
this one. The look at the trials and tribulations of ordinary peo- 
ple who find themselves in extraordinary situations and how 
each of them is changed by their encounter with the H-E-R-O 
dial manages to be both a fascinating and poignant look at the 
man in tights comic book from a whole new angle. The chang- 
ing ownership of the dial makes the series relatively easy to 
jump into in the middle of its run, which is a blessing since most 


of the first storyline’s issues and their reprints are long since 
sold out and no collected edition of the entire story has yet been 
announced. 


4. Gloomcookie 
Writer: Serena Valentino 
Artist: Ted Naifeh, John Gebbia, Breehn John Burns 
Publisher: Slave Labor Graphics (SLG) 
Synopsis: The trials and tribulations of a gaggle of goths, focus- 
ing mainly on romantic escapist Lex and the self-doubting 
Sebastian. Don’t be turned off however if you’re not a Robert 
Smith fan and don’t wear white face, as the series holds its own 
with girlfriend eating monsters under the bed, demonic social 
butterflies, lovers’ curses, and in the past year all kinds of New 
Orleans references (since a large portion of the action has been 
moved here). The story is about the drama, albeit often supernat- 
ural, in the characters’ lives, the goth subculture serving only as 
the story’s setting. 
Current Issue: Lex lies dead thanks to the curse of her 
boyfriend’s demonic ex-lover Isabella. Worse yet, the only per- 
son who can save her is Isabella’s reality warping son Sebastian 
and he doesn’t even believe in his own powers! 
Why You Should Care: You have to admire Serena Valentino 
and SLG for coming pretty much out of nowhere in the past few 
years and staking out a sizeable portion of the market for gothic 
horror comics with titles like Gloomcookie, Nightmares and 
Fairytales, Stick, Skelebunnies, Lenore and Everything Can Be 
Eaten (done by none other than Johnny the Homicidal Maniac 
and Invader Zim’s Jhonan Vasquez). While the series is occa- 
sionally hard to follow if you haven’t been keeping up it all 
along, the company has been excellent about putting out their 
back issues into trade paperback format. Now on issue 16, 
everything up to number 12 has already been collected in two 
trades. In addition, Serena Valentino’s intricately braided story- 
lines make having to keep track of everything that’s going on in 
the multiple plotlines well worth it and in fact, the series almost 
comes off as novel like in its complexity. 

Like Poison Elves, all the artwork is in black and white, 
save for the lavishly done covers. Breeh Burns, however, is a 
master at making the black and white format work for him, the 


constant interplay between shadow and light giving the book its 
elegance with frequent changes from panels almost completely 
in shadow and others in stark white desolation, leaving no ques- 
tion that the artwork should be in black and white. 


5 . Route 666 

Writer: Tony Bedard 

Artists: Karl Moline (penciler), John Dell (inker), Drew Geraci 
(inker) 

Publisher: Crossgen 

Synopsis: College student Cassie Starkweather could either be 


mentally unstable or the only person in the world who knows 


what’s really going on: that monstrous demons are hiding 
amongst us anywhere they might be able to pick up the souls of . 
the newly dead. The only problem is that when she kills them, 
the rest of the world thinks she’s a murderer forcing her on the 
run. 

Current Issue: Cassie’s finally able to stop running from the 
law when others, namely a small town sheriff and a government 
agent, find that they too can see the monsters among them. 
Meanwhile, Cassie begins to find out more about the extent of 
her powers and the motives behind the demons’ continuing col- 
lection of newly departed souls. 

Why You Should Care: Crossgen has been criticized for their 
initial titles like Sojourn, Sigil, and The First, namely because 
readers had to follow multiple titles to fully understand the com- 
plexity of what was going on in the Crossgen universe. Route 
666 breaks away from this pattern and is a stand alone title. The 
blend of horror, dark comedy, and paranoia is also a fairly new 
development within Crossgen’s titles. Most of their series thus 
far have focused on the heroes of various planets, each of which 
has progressed at a different rate leading them to mimic varying 
historical periods (one planet has developed to a pseudo- Victoria 
culture, while another is still in the middle ages and still another 
in the far future). Even Hollywood has picked up on the unique- 
ness of this title, with Robert Zemeckis (Back to the Future, 
Forrest Gump, Who Framed Roger Rabbit) reportedly express- 
ing interest in producing a film version of the series under his 
Image Movers banner. 
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Jazz on the Margins 


Fluorishing in the Center 
Thoughts on Visionfest 2003 


By the Jazz Pilgrim 


ho would have guessed that such a scandalous music 

— free jazz — would be given such fortunate circum- 

stances: a week-long festival in St. Patrick’s on 
Mulberry Street. The genre — the movement, actually — that 
flowered (or, as some would say, stormed) in the 60s is still sur- 
viving only on the margins and continues to raise troubling 
questions for jazz. What is jazz? What are its boundaries, its cre- 
ative and imaginative constraints, its cultural significance and 
limits? What is the relationship between musical practice and 
performance? Is jazz really, a la Ken Burns, a self-contained sty- 
listic progression hermetically sealed off from 
other genres? And, of course, the flat-footed Is 
Jazz Dead? pronouncement-disguised-as-ques- 
tion. The annual Vision Festival (see 
www.visionfestival.org) has been a showcase, 
not to mention smorgasbord, for free jazz, chal- 
lenging our common assumptions about jazz and 
opening our ears to some of the more innovative 
and radical musical conversations in jazz and 
modern music. Organized and run by the hus- 
band-wife team of monster-bassist William 
Parker and dancer-activist Patricia Parker, the 
festival retains a lot of the radicalism, creativity, 
boundary-blurring, and extra-musical elements 
(dance; spoken word; political, social, and racial 
activism) that characterized free jazz four decades ago. 
(Ironically, this continuity threatens to transform scandal into 
tradition or, at the worst, self-parody). Though occasionally 
hampered by homage that descends into hero worship and look- 
ing back that slouches toward melancholic nostalgia, not to 
mention the sheer length and intensity of it all (five nights of 
mostly melody-free music is wearying, to say the least; best to 
attend the concert like a discriminating buffet gourmand), Vision 
Festival is as good as any place to witness and enjoy the stellar, 
and often offbeat, performances of some of contemporary jazz’s 
most creative musicians, many of whom are traversing and 
stretching musical boundaries and forcing us to listen and think 
afresh. To top it off, the festival is a multimedia experience, with 
movies, art, dancing, and some funky dashikis to boot. 

The Vision Festival is certainly one of the most important 
jazz festivals, this side of the Atlantic and really shouldn’t be 
missed. Why? Well, for one, innumerable composer-improvisers 
relegated to relative obscurity because of the commercial invia- 
bility of their music. Not likely to be seen at your local jazz club 
or concert hall (Tonic, Knitting Factory, Empty Bottle, and 


Order 


Blackburnian warbler 


Zeitgeist notwithstanding), Vision Festival is the next best thing 
to pulling out some of your favorite obscure LPs. Where else 
will you see Henry Grimes and Patty Waters, two of jazz’s long- 
forgotten heroes who have not performed in decades? Grimes, 
best known as Albert Ayler’s bassist who anchored Ayler’s raw- 
ness with his superb rhythmic weight on classics such as “Spirits 
Rejoice” and “Witches and Devils,” made two appearances that 
although not weighty certainly weren’t lackluster. He clearly had 
the basic chops and threw himself into the performances (partic- 
ularly the big band tribute to Jeanne Lee led by William Parker 
on the final night) holding his own by adding some 
texture with his stubby playing. Though overshadowed 
by William Parker’s soundscapes, there was enough 
simpatico to Mr. Parker’s giant, woody sound to repay 
listening dividends. Ms. Waters gave a salient coda — 
an intensely focused performance that included a par- 
ticularly moving rendition of “Strange Fruit” - to the 
first night’s set of performances (which was a varied 
and rich mix: the playful, multi-layered funky mixes of 
DJ Spooky giving atmosphere to the humorous poetry 
of Carl Hancock Rux; the microtonal abstract melodies 
of Joe and Mat Maneri; violinist Billy Bang competi- 
tively trading grainy-yet-folkish melodies with the off- 
beat swinging lines of saxophonist Frank Lowe; Mark 
Dresser giving Ms. Waters just the right support). And 
all of this on just the first night! Song, dance, poetry, turntab- 
lism, melodies, raw abstraction — Enough to make any careful, 
open-minded listener question the complaints about free jazz 
being a mélange of boohoo, randomness, noise, and incoherent 
arbitrariness. Definitely enough to convince us that free jazz — 
the mainstream’s boojum — survives and thrives in the current 
era of major label dominance where jazz is foolishly marketed 
like and forced to compete against pop (pap!) music. By the end 


of the festival (five days later; it ran from May 215%. to 25th) I 
had to ask why so many consider free jazz so invidious. Maybe 
not enough time outdoors. 

The rest of the festival offered an abundance of musical and 
extra-musical riches: the sonic fierceness of Peter Brotzmann 
matched with the African rhythms and rugged percussion of 
Milford Graves; the folkish and melodic buoyancy of Billy 
Bang; the postmodern playfulness of John Zorn, Mark Feldman, 
and Erik Friedlander, whose Masada-like idiomatic melodies 
throws up the bugaboo Is This Jazz? question; the cool lyrical 
stylings of Amiri Baraka with (for me) the wonderful new dis- 
covery of the sublime pianist Vijay Iyer (remember Mette i= 


that name!) the percussive vamps of Matt Shipp in dialogue with 
the monster woodiness of William Parker; and — the festival’s 
best performance! — David S. Ware’s quartet (Shipp, Parker, 
Guillermo S. Brown), whose raw, visceral, assertive playing 
seems to be an apotheosis of all that Coltrane and Ayler was 
about. The list goes on: Joseph Jarman, Whit Dickey, Roscoe 
Mitchell, Roy Campbell, Andrew Cyrille, Joe McPhee, Jemeel 
Moondoc, Fred Anderson, to name only the most prominent. 
The audience witnessed solos, small groups, and orchestras and, 
for those who were not the faint of heart and sat through all six 
nights, were able to see what a jazz festival really is about (after 
all, how much jazz is really played at jazz festival these days!). 
Europeans shared the stage with New York legends while 
Chicago dons collaborated with New Orleans icons. There was 
enough of the old and new to satisfy the nostalgic, the skeptic, 
and the inquisitive; enough to pamper the old heads (and there 
were many — too many!) and enough to beguile the neophyte. 
And the festival retained its radicalism, going into its eighth 
year without accepting any corporate sponsorship and not yield- 
ing its creative direction to corporate whimsy. The real story, 
however, is the huge talent that resides in William Parker, who 
excelled in all manner of musical situations, seemingly indefati- 
gable and omnipresent (yes, both physically and musically). 
Consider his appearances: with the David S. Ware quartet; “con- 
ducting” and playing (bass, balaphon, ngoni) with the Jeanne 
Lee project; working architectural and textural wonders with 
Roy Campbell, Joe McPhee, andd Warren Smith; then back on 
stage right after to do almost the same right with Andrew Cyrille 
and Kidd Jordan; effortlessly paving new aural territory with Pin 
Hi Kim’s Trio; and trading ideas with partner-in-crime Matthew 
Shipp. If nothing else, the Vision Festival is really a display of 
Mr. Parker’s enormous talent and influence in contemporary 
jazz. His presence alone is justification for attending the festival. 
(Check out last year’s “Raincoat on the River’ [Eremite]). 

So, what to do if you missed the festival or lack the time, 
money, patience, and energy to catch any of the upcoming ones? 
Pick up a copy of “Visionlive” (Thirsty Ear, 
www.thirstyear.com), the CD+DVD of highlights from last 
year’s performances. The performances by Billy Bang’s Trio, 
Peter Kowald, Douglas Ewart’s Quintet, and Matthew Shipp’s 
String Trio should be enough of an apologetic for a music that 
has survived largely due to the hard-won efforts of its practition- 
ers and supporters, a music that still thrives on the margins. And 
while you’re at it, take a look at the labels where most of these 
performers have made good on their tenure: ECM, Eremite, 
Emanem, hatOLOGY, Thirsty Ear. Remember, these guys aren’t 
usually easy listening, but your efforts will be repaid many times 
over in enriching musical dividends. Aren’t you happy to dis- 
cover that jazz is alive and well and full of possibilities! Go 
now; run and tell your friends (and the new enemies you’ ve 
made next door thanks to loudly playing your Brotzmann CDs) 
that you’ ve discovered that the world is a different place. And 
while you’re at it remember the theme for this year’s Vision 
Festival: “Vision for Peace.’ What more can we ask from music, 
eh? 
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How to be findin’ where the tight beats at in this 
topsy-turvy 80's Night aftermath and keep you and 
your damies rolling with the freshy freshy. 


by Toupsie and Miss Cass 


ehind the door marked “Miss Cass, . 
B Private Eye,” I sat in my smoke filled, 

dusty office, feet propped upon my clut- 
tered desk, a small box fan merely whined and 
circulated the thick humidity around my spinning 
head. Like clockwork, my main damie and sleuth 
sidekick Toupsie Cake burst through the door, a 
mischievous look on his gay little-face. “We’ve 
got a new case, Miss Cass. This one’s straight 
from Mr. Bryant, the boss man himself.” My day- 
dreaming ended and I sprung to life. “Well, my 
darling Toupsie, what type of problem do we 
have on our hands now?” He made his way 
behind the mini-bar and began mixing Tartinis. 
“This one’s a big mystery. New Orleans wants to 
know where all the excitement has gone on 
Thursday nights.” I smiled wildly and began to 
plan my outfit. “The excitement’s out there 
Toupes, and we’re going to find it. Sounds like 
we’ ve got our work cut out for us.” Minutes later, 
we were hot on the trail of Thursday night. 

For what seems like an eternity, Thursday 
nights belonged to the Shim Sham club. ‘1984’ 
was a dance night not to be missed. A uniquely 
New Orleans mix of hipsters, punks, rockers, 
Goths, tourists, and freaks all came together to 
celebrate the outrageous makeup, bad hair, fash- 
ion disasters, and erratic dancing that defined the 
80s. Not to mention ice cold, cheap beer flowing 
like a fountain onto the permanently packed 
dance floor. But alas, the show was over when in 


June, the Shim Sham closed its doors for good. 
Many club goers were completely distraught, 
until hope saved the scene. The Shim Sham 
employees, drink specials, and all those wonder- 
ful 80s hits reopened under the guise of “Shim 
Sham Presents” at Club 735 on Bourbon Street. 
But could it possibly be the same? Could any 
party fill the gap the Shim Sham had left? 
Toupsie Cake and I put our super sleuth skills to 
the absolute test, and here are the facts we uncoy- 
ered... 


SHIM SHAM PRESENTS ‘1984’ 


Where: Club 735, 735 Bourbon Street 
Ready to Party? Drink Specials include the 
famous $1 Rock and Pabst Blue Ribbon 
Dancefloor Grooves: The quintessential 80s 
anthems... Adam Ant, Talking Heads, Prince, The 
Carrs, The Smiths, and more. 
Why bother? This is what's left of the original, 
even though to my highly trained eye, many of 
the regulars that defined the 80s night scene were 
nowhere to be found. However, the crowd was 
having a great time and the dancefloor was com-: 
pletely packed. Despite the drama and huge turn- 
off of being located on Bourbon, the fierceness of 
the locals seems to keep most tourists at bay. 
Cover: At first, membership cards granted free or 
cheaper admission. As of yet, it’s back to the 
standard. Free before 11, 5 cool bucks after that. 
Under 21 might pay a higher cover. 
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L’EIGHTIES NIGHT 


Where: Twi Ro Pa Mills, 1544 Tchoupitoulas 
Ready to Party? Ladies drink free until 1 A.M., 
and nothing drives the straight boys crazier than 
a bunch of drunk chicks. 

Dancefloor Grooves: Nothing but the baddest 
bitches from the 80s.... Blondie, The Go-Gos, Pat 
Benatar, Joan Jett, Eurythmics, The Bangles, and 
more. 

Why Bother? For the homegirls, the answer is 
simple. Free drinks, surrounded by boys, great 
music that makes you want to shake your gor- 
geous ass. The Twi Ro Pa crowd has always been 
a strange mix of uptowners, yuppies, under- 
ground rockers, and some of the Latino crowd. 
Twi Ro Pa is one of my favorite venues, and 
you're always guaranteed a good time. 

Cover: 5 bones for all the homeboys and home- 
girls. 


‘1994’ NIGHT 


Where: The Whirling Dervish, 1100 Decatur 
Street 

Ready to Party? Beer and Well Drink specials 
Dancefloor Grooves: Early 90s alternative... 
Why Bother? Don't. It’s a blatant knock off of 
Shim Sham’s ‘1984’, without the fun of the 80s. I 
love The Whirling Dervish for their alternative 
scene, and Friday nights are always kickin’, but I 
can't give props to playa hatin’ and perpetratin’. 
Ya feel me. 


fter our exhaustive combing of the city 
A« clues, we were surprised by a sudden 

twist in our mystery. Toupsie and I were 
ready to close the case when a trip to Fiorella’s 
changed everything. Thursday wasn’t only for the 
80s, but for the uniqueness and fun of some seri- 
ously trippy local rock. If you can even classify 
Bingo! into any sort of category. But here’s how 
the facts break down... 
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Where: Fiorella’s, 1136 Decatur Street 

Ready to Party? Rolling Rock Buckets for $10 
Why Bother? Bingo is one of the coolest local 
acts, incorporating mixed media and all sorts of 
manipulated sounds into a righteously funny and 
unique live show. To add to the mix, with your 
admission, you receive a bingo card and play 
throughout the night for crazy and kooky prizes. 
Bingo spans all genres of influence in their 
music, as well as lyrics giving mad props to the 
Big Sleazy. In all honesty, it’s the hottest, most 
entertaining party going on Thursdays, but you 
should check it out and decide for yourself. 
Cover: A mere 5 bucks, bingo card included. 


ell, case closed. The mystery of 
Thursday night has been solved. 
Despite the closing of the beloved 


Shim Sham, Thursday seems to have rebounded 
and become the hottest thing since Saturday. We 
highly recommend you get your asses out there 
and start the weekend early. Toupsie Cake and 
myself end this chapter, for now. In a city like 
New Orleans, you never know what mystery 
might pop up next, but we’ll be there to solve it. 
Being a private eye isn’t easy, but somebody’s 
got to do it. 


Have a mystery you need solving? 
Phunkymamacass@aol.com 


Ya 
heeeerd 


meh? 


wnatas fra Me shaw. 


Why the Club doors closed for good 


By Miss Cass 


f you were one of the few, the brave, and the 
[ees insane who stuck out the oppressive 

heat and unending torrents of rain this summer, 
then perhaps you witnessed one of the most infamous 


nights in New Orleans music history. On June 5th, a 
hot and humid Thursday night, the Shim Sham hosted 
80’s Night for the last time at its home on Toulouse 
Street. The usual line awaiting admission to the club 
stretched for nearly two blocks, a sea of die-hard reg- 
ulars from over the years and those only recently 
introduced to the cheap, cold beer, and quintessential 
80’s anthems. The humidity outside paled in compari- 
son to the heat on the dance floor after the air condi- 
tioning died and the signature $1 Rolling Rocks ran 
dry. However, lack of beer and minor heat stroke 
only fueled the crazed party into frenzy, and the club 
stayed at maximum capacity into the early morning. 
During its lifetime, the Shim Sham club not only 
hosted its famous dance nights, but also served as a 
mecca for underground punk and alternative music. 
In addition, the club housed the Running With 
Scissors Theatre troupe, as well as Ten 18 Film’s 
“Flicker Film Festival” on numerous occasions. Shim 
Sham was also home to the Jeze Belles and their 
Burlesque Variety show, as well as The Shim Sham 
Review, helping to facilitate the rebirth of burlesque 
popularity. The closing of the shanty, shady and 
seedy club (at precisely 6 a.m. on the 6th day of the 
6th month of the year) ended an era for the under- 
ground culture of New Orleans, and left a hole which 
will be hard to fill, to say the least. But the party 
can’t be stopped. In an unprecedented move, the 
entire Thursday night staff, right down to the door- 
men relocated to Club 735, where 80’s night lives on. 
Rumors abounded as to the reasons behind the 
seemingly sudden closing. Crazy stories of financial 
ruin and foul play spread through the scene, causing 
much confusion amongst club goers. Despite the 
gossip, I remained curious about the mysterious cloud 
hanging over the club’s demise. Being a private eye 
for the social scene of New Orleans, I put-my put my 


scene sleuth skills to work, and went straight to the 
source of all great truth— the DJ. 

Conner Alexander, a.k.a. DJ Halo, was and still 
remains the 80’s night DJ. We met for bubble teas at 
the coolest new coffee hole in town, Z’ otz Cafe. 
Settling into a table nested in the alley behind the 
shop, he revealed the REAL scoop on Shim Sham’s 
closing. Sadly, the truth was very simple, unlike the 
dramatic rumors. The owner was simply tired of the 
high stress and demands of running such a premier 
music venue and, after setting up shop at 735, moved 
to California to be closer to family. Currently, the 
club has not been sold, but due to the city’s ‘grand- 
daddy clause,’ the location will lose its liquor license 
in six months, unless another bar is opened within 
that time. No word, officially, has been released on a 
possible reopening. 

Even after the move to 735, much of the defining 
characteristics of 80’s night remain the same. Ice-cold 
Rolling Rock and Pabst is still a mere buck, served 
by the same bartenders. The same dancers still groove 
to the best 80’s music, still mixed by DJ Halo. 
Upstairs is now hosting “Glitter,” once a Saturday 
Glam Rock night, with 80’s Hair Metal in the front 
bar. However, there have been some fundamental 
changes. Club 735 now issues membership cards, 
used to deter tourists from infiltrating in large num- 
bers, as well as aiming for exclusivity and a more 
unified sense of community among club goers. These 
cards also grant the bearer discounted or free admis- 
sion and drink specials throughout the night. DJ Halo 
believes that the scene is ripe for a revolution and, in 
the closing of the Shim Sham, hopes a new, more 
unified club scene can flourish. Although he’s been 
DJing 80’s Night since 2001, Metropolis Night at 735 
is his labor of love. Spinning newer wave mixed with 
dance, industrial, and large doses of electro-clash, this 
night includes the hottest synth-pop from the 80s, 
with the edge and darkness of today’s electro scene. 

The Shim Sham Club was a uniquely New 
Orleans joint, and even though the song ate 


lives on at 735, nothing will be able to replace the 
hole in the wall with punk rock atmosphere and 
ancient ‘Cocktails’ sign. Regardless of where you 
decide to kick off the weekend and celebrate a decade 
gone by, pour one out in memory of the 80’s Night 
that birthed them all. Shim Sham, we will miss you. 
You will live in our memories (or at least what is left) 
for many Thursdays to come. 


For more information on New Orleans Underground 
and 80’s night, visit 
www. groups. yahoo. com/group/nolaunderground/ 


Melt- Banana: 


Yasuko 


nuki 


Chats politely after tearing it up 


by Chris Crowley, Vigilante 


There are a select few bands who can put on a show 
that assaults you like Melt-Banana. Maybe it’s the 
thick layers of screeching noise guitars that do it, or 
maybe it’s the high- pitched frantic squeal emitted by 
this Japanese fast-core metal band’s lead singer, 
Yasuko Onuki. It’s hard to say exactly, but after four 
or five New Orleans shows, their raucous antics have 
yet to slow down. At their House of Blues show earli- 
er this month, I had a chance to chat with Yasuko 
while sitting in a green room of sorts the backstage. 
She let's us in on her influences, so all you aspiring 
fast-core noise junkies break out your notepads. 


Crow: So tell me again, I screwed it up earlier. 
How do you pronounce your last name? 

Yasuko: Yako Oh-nookie 

Crow: Melt-Banana has been together as a band 
for how long? 

20 the vox Yasuko: 8 years, 9 years. 
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Crow: What was the first album that you put out 
that was released in the States? Because I know 
that you have other material released elsewhere. 
Yasuko: Actually the Japanese guy called KeKe No 
was doing a band called “Tingayva’’. He put out our 
album. But we recorded in Chicago with Steve 
Albini. 


Crow: How was it working with Steve Albini? 
Yasuko: Yeah, Steve. He’s a very nice guy. He’s a 
very hard worker. 

Crow: Yeah. It seems that way. He works with lots 
of people. 

Yasuko: It was very easy for us to work with him - 
because... Well, sometimes the soundman for record- 
ing, he doesn’t understand what we want to do. But 
since Steve is also playing his own music, he can 
understand what we want to do. So he’s just, “okay 
this” and he’ll change the microphone and change ne 
sound very fast. 

Crow: What music of his are you fond of? 
Yasuko: Big Black and Shellac. I haven’t seen 
Rapeman. I only have a cassette tape. 

Crow: Two Nuns and a Mule? That one? 

Yasuko: No, its kind of bootleg live recording. I 
only have the one cassette tape, and I haven’t seen 
them play. 

Crow: The only Rapeman that I’ve heard is from 
an album called “Two nuns and a mule.” I think 
that’s what it called. He’s great. Amazing music. 
Who else have you worked with to record your 
music that has had the same intuitive sense of 
what you want to do? 

Yasuko: Maybe John Zorn. We put out our live 
album on his label Tzadik. Robert Russo he engi- 
neered it. But John Zorn came to the studio. 

Crow: This was in Tokyo? 

Yasuko: No, in New York, or New Jersey...I forget 
which. He speaks Japanese very well. 

Crow: That helps, huh? 

Yasuko: Yes. So it was easy for us. 

Crow: What’s the other Tzadik guy. Kazunori . 
Suguyama? I thought he was the sound engineer. 
Yasuko: Oh Suguyama. That time we worked with 
Robert Russo. I haven’t seen Mr. Suguyama. I just 
got some e-mail from him. 

Crow: What about Cambre and Landse duo? How 
did you like them. 

Yasuko: Oh, it sounded good. We played with Rob _ 
three times now. 

Crow: What other opening bands have you heard 


around the US that surprised you? Who have you 


heard that you were like, “who is this?” What else 
have you liked? 

Yasuko: Oh, we played with Numbers from San 
Francisco. They are kind of Devo-like music. They 
were pretty good. Last tour we played with a band 
from Philadelphia, I forgot their name. ( She’s obvi- 


MELT-BANANA'S YASUKO ONUKI HAS AN UNSUSPECTING VOICE OF A 
BANSHEE 


ously pained at the failure of her memory. She’s 
smacking herself to try to make herself remember. ) 


They were a good hardcore band. 


Crow: It seems like that city produces a good bit 
of hardcore. What else do you like musically? 
Beside limiting it to the US. What bands are 


‘favorites of yours? 
Yasuko: In Japan, we usually play with hardcore / 


fast core bands. There are many good bands in 


. Japan: Corrupted, Three-two-four, Senseless 


Apocalypse, Ichcbani. We listen to punk music a lot. 
I personally like hip-hop music. Like Cypress Hill. 
Our guitar player, he likes DJ stuff a lot. 

Crow: Were you trained to sing? How did you 
start in music? Did you take lessons? 

Yasuko: No, not for singing. When I was a kid, I 
learned how to play the Marimba. First I thought that 
I could play the drums. But, I didn’t 


-_ Crow: Then you went to the Marimba after that? 
Was it drums and the Marimba? 


Yasuko: When I was 5 years old, I told my mom that 
I wanted to learn the drums. But she said that no the 
drums is not for girls. So she found a marimba for 
me. So I played for 10 years. But I quit after that 
because I had to study for University. So, after that I 
started singing. 

Crow: So you were saying that you start- ne vx 21 


ed singing after the University. So you finished at 
the University. 

Yasuko: No, during the University I formed the band. 
And I started singing. 

Crow: Was it something that you felt like you 
wanted to express something? Or was it just what 
you felt like doing at the time? 

Yasuko: I felt that I wanted to do something to 
express myself. So, if I could paint or something, 


maybe now I would not be singing. But I can’t paint, 
and I can’t make stuff. Music is very close to me. So 
I picked music to express myself. 

Crow: What do you feel like you are getting back 
from the people? There were a decent number of 
people out tonight. I am sure that in most cities 
you go to you get a decent turn out. What do you 
think that you as a person get back from people in 
the audience? 

Yasuko: [Pauses in thought] 

Crow: Do you understand? 

Yasuko: I just want people to enjoy. Sometimes the 
magazine people, or the media people try to ask me 
what do you want to say to people? What do you 


want them to feel? But I think that I want the listener 


to have a free image for our music. So if they can 
think or feel something it is completely up to them. 
Crow: But it’s more about people having a good 
time for you? That’s the point for you? 
Yasuko: Right. 
Crow: Well I can say I enjoyed it. It’s unusual 
for me to go to a show and feel like letting every- 
thing go and getting crazy. It’s very liberating 
music. 
Yasuko: Oh, that’s good. 

Crow: Yeah, it’s great. Thank you. 
22 ine vox Yasuko: You're welcome. 


Crow: What future plans do you have? What else 
is going on with Melt-Banana? Your new album 

just came out at the beginning of June? 

Yasuko: After this tour, we go to Europe to tour for 
six weeks, in the fall. And after that we need to 
record some singles and maybe we’ll start making 
another album. 

Crow: So why do you need to record singles? How 
does that work? Why singles as opposed to anoth- 
er album? 

Yasuko: Because we got offers from some labels. 
We are thinking to put out single from 3-1g. It’s the 
label of The Locust. We are good friends with them. 
And we love their music. 

Crow: Where are you going after Tallahassee? 
Because I think that the Locust and Quintron and 
a bunch of people are playing in Mississippi. Are 
you going north right away? 

Yasuko: Some more Florida shows. 

Crow: Then you should look and see because they 
may be playing around that area. 

Yasuko: Oh Cool. 

Crow: But I’m not positive. 

[At this point, her band-mate comes in and talks to 
her in Japanese] 

Crow: Do you need to go? 

Yasuko: Soon I need to go. 

Crow: We can finish. I appreciate your time. 
You’ve got work to do... I don’t want to interfere. 
Can I get you to do a station ID?... 

Yasuko: Hello this is Melt-Banana. You are listening 
to WTUL New Orleans. 
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Miss Cass 


[Ts most devilish debauchery is usually 
saved for the early morning hours, so if 
you and your cronies are looking for a 
secluded corner with soft lighting where you 
can lay low and relax, look no further. Iggy’s 
in the Triangle (located on the corner of North 
Rampart and Touro streets) is practically a 
hole in the wall, with only a small sign and 
brightly colored circa-1970 Christmas lights 
to mark the entrance. Usually being met at the 
door by a horse sized great dane, the small 
bar houses a secluded pool room with dart 
boards and video poker where all your money 
can be ignorantly pissed away in drunken fun 
and merriment. You can try to save your sin- 
ful soul during Midnight Mass, a.k.a. happy 
‘hour. Two for one drinks that make your toes 
curl and beer specials could have you praying 
on your knees before the end of the hour. 
Iggy’s also hosts one rockin’ jukebox, with a 
serious eclectic selection. Selections such as 
Herbie Hancock, Pink Floyd, Prince, The 
Funky Meters, David Bowie, and Otis 


in the midnight hour... 


Redding make the perfect soundtrack to 
destruction. 

Another delicious dive in the Triangle is 
Z’ Otz Cafe, a new all night coffee shop. I 
have fallen in love with this place, boasting a 
uniquely bohemian atmosphere with comfort- 
able couches and mismatched furniture. 
Shelves of old books and truly imaginative 
photographs and art grace the walls of the 
intimate shop. If you’re feeling extremely 
evil, you can seek ‘Mortal Refuge’ in the 
opium den styled room in the back. Z’Otz is a 
wonderful place to feel inspired, as local writ- 
ers and musicians work peacefully in the dark 
alleyway lining the shop. I’ve even seen the 
members of the illustrious group Nitrous 
Booster working on their next single or com- 
piling their Grandes Exitos. The menu con- 
sists of organic treats as well as coffee strong 
enough to rival CC’s for caffeine content. In 
addition to the usual coffee shop fare, they 
serve the famous Bubble Tea, a milky fla- 
vored drink with tapioca balls floating 


the Vox 2a 


in the bottom. Flavors include Cantaloupe, 
smoked plum, coconut, as well as many oth- 
ers. To cool down on those hot, sultry, humid 
nights, Z’Otz even serves Popsicles made of 
delicious organic juices such as Hibiscus 
Rose, Lavender, and Green Tea Ginger. 
Internet access is available even if you don’t 
have a personal computer. Z’ Otz is the full 
package- funky atmosphere, tasty treats, hip- 
sters strung all over the place, and it’s the per- 


fect spot to hatch evil plots, as well as plan- 
ning a night’s arsenal of debauchery and 
destruction. Z’ Otz is a truly shady joint and 
worth the trek to the Marigny. Oh yeah, and 
it’s open twenty four seven. 

Know a Shady place worth highlighting? 
Email PhunkyMamaCass@ aol.com 


Barbule 


Barb 


NO PARKING ON THE 
DANCE FLOOR!!! 


ew Orleans is almost completely a 
Nee unto itself. It operates under its 
own laws, unique politics, and VERY 
loose morals. New Orleans is the land of eter- 
nal weekend, something exciting going on 
every night of the week. In a recent surge of 
commercial crossover success and the internet 
bringing fresh beats to those less than in-the- 
know, the underground is becoming more 
accessible to even the most novice clubbers. 
Your faithful Girl Friday (through Thursday) 
spent countless hours (and bar tabs) in hot 
- pursuit of the coolest club nights in town. 
From Uptown to Downtown, fabulous theme 
24 ,,,:,, Weeklies are springing up every- 


eee 
e 


by, who would have guessed, MISS CASS!! 


where, appealing to hipsters of all demo- 
graphics. So get your fabulous asses out there 
and pick a night, any night. Remember, 
there’s no parking on the dance floor, and 
don’t be afraid to lose yourself to the DJ. 
Take a look at what’s shakin.... 


Sunday- Faith @ Café Roma... This night 
boasts loungy, chilled out house music with 
hour sets by the city’s premiere house DJs, 
such as DJ Resin Jared Holden with the local- 
ly famous DJ Stryfe making surprise house 
calls. Faith is super chill, a great way to relax 
after another crazy weekend... 

Monday- S.1.N @ House of Blues... With 


membership deals for Service Industry work- 
ers, this night hosts house DJ Dr. Souss, with 
guest DJs. This night draws some pretty big 
names such as Josh Wink, De La Soul, and 
King Brit. $.I.N is a totally kickin’ late night 
party with thumpin’ techno and house. 
Tuesday- Bassbin Safari Drum’n’ Bass @ The 
Hi-Ho Lounge.... This night hosts an All-Star 
Powerhouse of resident Selectas such as 
Proppa Bear, Krittah, Brother Electric, 
Evergreen, The Mad Wikkid, and my personal 
favorite Zeta Duke (Royal Street represent, ya 
herd). Special guests drop by each week, such 
as Danny the Wildchild and the flyest of the 
local DJs Rekanize. The Hi-Ho is also home 
to Reggae and Dub nights throughout the 
week. 

Wednesday- Metropolis @ 735.... DJ Halo 
spins newer wave and the newest electro 
clash. Super cheap drinks and hardcore music 
make this night a winner, despite the loss of 
B-Complex, one of NOLA’s premiere DJs. 
Another place to check out is Electric 
Relaxation @ & (Ampersand, you fools), 
featuring Trip-hop and Reggae influenced 
beats. Sometimes pretentious, but worth the 
music. 

Thursday- L’ eighties Night @ TwiRoPa 


Mills and 1984 @ 735... why state the com- 
plete obvious here? Thursday was made for 
the 80s.... And if you’re feeling lucky, go try 
your hand at Bingo! @ Fiorella’s... 

Friday- Ultra-Dance @ Whirling Dervish... 
Captain Howdy commandeers this night with 
his amazing mix of electronic, 80s, and indus- 
trial. The night ranges genres in an eclectic 
mix, with a steel cage for patrons with booty 
to grind... 

Saturday- Mod Dance Party @ The Circle 
Bar... Let the British invade your Saturday 
night and party like rock stars. Old School to 
New School, Mod Dance party is the best 
place to shake your ass to some rock’n’ roll. 
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Aipum Reviews 


Chris Clark 
Empty the Bones of You 
Warp Records 


wo years ago, Chris Clark entered the 
electronic music scene with his debut 

’ Clarence Park. Showing a unique style that 
alternated between ambient noise textures 
and hardcore techno, the album sat among 
some of the better releases of the year. 

, While not groundbreaking, the release did 
give a certain vibe that he was on to something really innova- 
tive. 

Cut to 2003. Chris Clark releases Ceramics is the Bomb, a 
5 track EP that suggested, if not all out screamed, that Clark was 
on to something brilliant. Much more beat oriented, with an 
improved grasp of controlling sonic noise. 

Enter Empty the Bones of You, Chris’ second album. Much 
more mature, and living up to all the hype his previous buzz 
generated. 

The album takes no time to set the tone for what’s to come. 
“Indigo Optimos” opens with a gabber-meets-hip-hop beat twist- 
ing around distortions while keeping a strong melodic tone. 
Slowly the track begins to take a new form, bringing in more 
melodic elements until they’ ve completely taken over the track. 
Continuing this tone, “Holiday as Brutality” keeps the same hip- 
hop elements while showcasing an even tighter control over 
sonic ambience and melody. 

The album continues to go in a much darker direction, 
building up to the genius of the 7th track, “Wolf”. The track 
begins with an eerie untuned piano playing at a distance. The 
piano fades, and without warning the beat structure of the first 
two tracks reappears in a much faster, harder, repetitive fashion. 
Clark crafts the distortion into something absolutely SICK. The 
piano from earlier in the track re-enters, and Clark successfully 
creates an electronic music masterpiece. 

The album continues on with a reworking of “Slow Spines” 
that originally appeared on the Ceramics is the Bomb EP. Other 
highlights consist of “Gravel (Obliterated),” another reworking, 
and “Gob Coitus” which gives a definite nod to the stylings of 
Prefuse-73. 

If you’re looking for a fresh sound in experimental electron- 
ic music - this is it. 


-Conner Richardson 


Virginia Astley. 
From Gardens Where We Feel Secure 
Rough Trade 


[ 1981, Virginia Astley released a short 
record called A Bao a Qu after a fantastical 
/ animal which seeks perfection in a story by 

_ Borges. Two years later, this former member 
_of The Ravishing Beauties (with Kate-St. 
John and Nicky Holland) put out this largely 
instrumental album, which surprisingly 
reached #4 in the UK Indie charts. She simply had a vision of 
the record she wanted to make, and did, without trying to fit her ~ 
ideas into any new wave trend, or spiking up her fringe. That’s 
art. Virginia looked like an untouchable, posh almost-virgin, 
uncorrupted by private school junkies, who probably sketched 
(she did the watercolor of lilacs on the original album sleeve), 
definitely avoided Mars Bars/Jagger types, maybe bicycled, 
made her own hats, fed ducks, and put the milk in first. 

Originally released on two sides of vinyl] subtitled 
“Morning” and “Afternoon,” this is a quiet recording that can 
take the listener strolling through a memory of an idyllic child- . 
hood day in the English countryside, even if you’ ve never had 
one. Another reviewer describes the journey from “the freshness 
and tranquility of dawn, through the oppressive heat of the after- 
noon to the peacefulness of dusk.” The track “Hiding in the Ha- 
Ha” gives away something of her interests (Ha-Ha’s are found 
on well manicured country estates not on glue-sniffing housing 
estates). Yet there are no elitist overtones. A minimal, pastoral 
weave of beginner piano, flute, slight synths and tape loops with 
sound effects like church bells, birdsong, children’s voices, 
grasshoppers, pre-Cocteau Twin la-la-la’s, bird sounds, oars in 
the Thames’ water, happy (not punk) lambs, a gate swinging, 
and owls hooting. Another track, “Out On The Lawn I Lie In 
Bed” comes from an Auden poem which Benjamin Britten also 
used as inspiration. 

This is music for picnics, wordless nursery rhymes for casu- 
al cloud watching, the sound of nostalgia. Let’s not have a twee 
misunderstanding though. This is unaffected simplicity and sad- 
ness given organic, soulful form. There are qualities present in 
this album that are absent from the bloodless, pseudo-psychedel- 
ic, pastel-polite, less-than-quasi new age, rootless, airbrushed, 
planet-snogging, whale-hugging, tree-birthing, file-under-fake- 
meditation sounds of Waves of Indifference by Lars Vacuum and 
his icy ilk. There is also both a wide-awake-daydream quality to 
the “Morning” section and a spacey hum and ever so slight post- 
coital glow to “Afternoon,” despite Virginia’s lust-free Laura 
Ashley aesthetic and the obvious truth that the only 
mushrooms in her kitchen were bought shrink- 
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wrapped for a salad, with bread and taramasalata. _ 

John Cage claimed he only listened to any record once. I 
don’t know if that’s literally true; certainly there are some which 
I can play no more than annually and would not play more for 
all the oatcakes in Stoke. Gavin Bryars’ Jesus’ Blood Never 
Failed Me Yet is a prime example, as is From Gardens... 

Long supported by the Japanese and worshipped from afar 
by some of the generation who were probably first stirred by 
Elizabeth Montgomery, Astley went on to record with Sylvian, 
Sakamoto, and has even recorded songs with actual words in 


them. She also now has a child, leading us to the conclusion that 


this A Boa a Qu is partly made of flesh, blood and bone. Oh 
well... 

A re-mastered From Gardens Where We Feel Secure includ- 
ing the EP Melt The Snow is rumored to be re-released very soon 
as part of the Rough Trade anniversary celebrations. 


-Duncan Edwards 


Mike West 


The Man Who Could Fall Backwards 
Binky Records 


667m running out of smart ass things to 

say,” sings Mike West on the album’s 
opening track, “Come On In.” Well, sort of. 
There’s still a lot of wit and fire in this Ninth 
Ward (by way of Australia) folkie, as he 
turns his attention on his latest CD towards 
outlet malls, talk radio, and the military. 
With a band that includes Matt Perrine (N.O Nightcrawlers), and 
Lynn Drury, as well as Jeff Burke and Vida Wakeman (Jeff and 
Vida), West has a solid foundation over which to read lines, such 
as those from the track “Pretty Horses”: “The clowns won’t be 
wearing/no bright colors or big shoes/they’ll be in patent leather 
shoes/and business suits.” But West isn’t all smart-ass. With a 
voice that can evoke deep regret and longing, West uses songs 
like “Darlin’ Drops the Bomb” and “Tug Boat Captain” to tell of 
failed relationships and destroyed lives. In the latter he sings, 
“Come on baby let’s sit out on them rocks/where them kids is 
cat fishing let’s go see what they caught/as smart as you are and 
as tough as I am/I think we’ve pushed this heavy load about as 
far as we can.” Loss is a major theme on this album, as we 
have grown to expect from folk music, and West’s voice practi- 
cally begs you to listen, like a weathered old man in the corner 
of a bar. 

While it’s an admittedly imperfect analogy, in many ways | 
Mike West invokes Tom Waits, but with a better voice (not that 
that’s hard or anything). Both are able to weave an engaging 
narrative without resorting to tired clichés or old formulas. 
When even country and folk artists are increasingly relying on 
pyrotechnics and LA songwriting firms, it’s always refreshing to 
hear current artists that can still tell a compelling story without 
also releasing a pop version of it. And hey, there’s even a Carter 
Family cover! Even if you’re not into folk music, West’s ability 
to turn a phrase, smart-ass or not, should satisfy. Because, as the 
lyrics to “A Little Country” remind us, “There are 
28 ie opportunities/in the petroleum industries/but 


there’s still a little country in us all.” 


-Jon Lewallen 


Growing 
The Sky’s Run into the Sea 
Kranky 


Cyr debut album, The Sky’s Run 
into the Sea, is the most recent release 
by Chicago’s Kranky Records, and one that 
is sure not to disappoint the label’s fans. The 
Olympia, Washington trio mixes rock, elec- 
tronic, noise, and classical with wonderful 
results in this often haunting, yet brilliant 
and cerebral record. Taking influences from Brian Eno, Glenn 
Branca, John Cage and others, Growing has crafted a tremen- 
dous first album that is surely one of the year’s most interesting 
listens. 

Growing’s music can probably most be most aptly described 
as a mixture between fellow Kranky artists godspeed you! black 
emperor and Keith Fullerton Whitman. Godspeed, of course, 
makes sprawling, climactic, instrumental rock songs using a ver- 
itable army of musicians. Whitman (known also as Hrvatski) is 
an IDM genius whose astonishing 2002 release Playthroughs 
was one of the best (if not the best) ambient releases last year. 
Growing has nestled between these two artists, creating an 
album that can lull you into aural nirvana then crescendo into the 
distorted guitars and cymbals of Godspeed. 

The opener, “A Painting,” is an amazing and varied ambient 
piece. Over 17 minutes in length, it begins with beautiful ring- 
ing electronic string, moves on to crashing cymbals, then to 
droning Enoesque chords, and ends with a raucous distorted gui- 
tar. “Life in D” follows, continuing the unique guitar vs. elec- 
tronic dynamic, Track four, “Cutting, Opening, Swimming,” is a 
lovely piano and guitar duet, clearly influenced by the piano 
compositions of John Cage. 

The highlight of the album, however, is the last track, which 
is actually two songs. The first, “Southern Writes,” is more of 
the same perfectly combined guitar and electronic noise. After 
six and a half minutes, the next track starts, gently building gui- 
tars that are soon accompanied by the entire band chiming in 
with the album’s only lyrics, which are essentially used as anoth- 
er beautiful distorted instrument. 

Like anything, however, Growing’s first full length is far 
from perfect. The low point in my opinion is track three, enti- 
tled “Tepsije (All Music is Folk Music)”. Distorted guitars 
build, and are eventually joined by a simple guitar riff which is 
none other than the chorus to the Beatle’s hit “Norwegian 
Wood.” It’s a fine track, but just not quite as interesting or artful 
as the others, and contains a lot of noise-for-the-sake-of-noise. 

Despite its flaws, this album surely stands as one of the 
year’s top experimental releases. An amazing debut by any stan- 
dard, we can only hope that Growing does as their name sug- 
gests and continue to release groundbreaking, genre-challenging 
music. 


-Will Yester 


Young Marble Giants 


Colossal Youth 
Pias America 


ow to describe the music of the Young 
Marble Giants, the band that emerged 
from Cardiff Wales way back in 1980? 
Sparse, tech-pastoral, stuttering, taut, two- 
dimensional, neon-blip sketches which sound 
as if they were composed on a futuristic 
wired-up etch-a-sketch might do. This may 
be the slightest of all danceable music, if indeed it is danceable. 
This album contains intentionally weedy beats and purposely lo- 
fi swing that stood out splendidly fromthe punk remnants and 
new wave copyist loud crowd. The obese bastard son-of-dub 
beats that have eaten the cars of today via mainstream rap radio 
were yet to come. Comparisons are odious, but those bling-bling 
beats would kick sand in these beats faces, if these beats even 
dared to be on the beach. Those beats are impressively huge, 
flash, and they have fast, efficient sex, or sol hear. These, beats 
are scruffy, affectionate beats that dance badly, in your living 
room, but may turn out to be the ones you'll love the best. Those 
beats... er, ok, that’s enough about beats. 

Perhaps you'll hear traces of Slapp Happy. I heap them and 
also hear the square root of Everything But the Girl, Mazzy Star, 
The Sundays, Cocteau Twins, and numerous other well-loved 
drone-a-tone girl singer bands... However, I read that Kurt 
Cobain was enamored of this record and planned a cover of 
“Credit in the Straight World,” if that broadens the appeal for 
you. This is a sharply focused record but repeated listens do 
reveal variety. What “N.I.T.A.” means, I’d rather not spoil my 
enjoyment by knowing. Not that the lyrics matter, as the sound 
of the words is clearly more important than their meaning. 
“Salad Days” seems to me an absolute less-is-more minimal 
masterpiece. On this latest re-release, the original album is here 
alongside some other tracks, as CD’s have more space than vinyl] 
LP’s and, apparently, space must be filled. Whatever happened 
to good, old-fashioned minimalism? 


-Duncan Edwards 


Spring Heel Jack 
Live 
Thirsty Ear 


he synergistic experiment called Spring 

Heel Jack, a name referring to old 
Scottish gangsters, released their first live 
recording this summer on the Thirsty Ear. 
record label. It contains two approximately 
half-hour improvisations recorded during 
“several dates in England. This album, like the 
two previous studio recordings of experimenting, 2001’s 
Massed and. 2002’s Amassed, falls within the realms of impro- 
vised music, with close ties to free jazz, a musical element that 
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has not always been present if their repertoire. Regardless, the 
core of the more recent recordings is still the drum-and-bass- 
dubbing duo of Ashley Wales and John Coxon. While Wales 
arrived from the world of classical music, Coxon’s musical 
experience largely came from the field of pop music production, 
where he gained notoriety for his work with, among others, 
Spiritualized. 

The duo started in 1994 and made a successful underground 
name for themselves in England in the arena of electronic/dance 
music, putting an emphasis on electronics and loudness, with 
bass and drums being filtered through sophisticated looping, 
sampling and augmentation. Their latest inclusion of well-select- 
ed musicians from the world of free, improvised jazz, as well as 
the label they are currently working on, strongly indicates an 
earnest creative muse, and an adventurous evolution for the 
group. 

The live recording has the sound and feel of big steel sup- 
port beams being twisted, encapsulated within an intense drone. 
You can feel the dense waves of slicing, cutting, plucked bass 
strings from William Parker, the microtonal sputtering, diving 
and flying from Evan Parker’s reeds, the machine gun-like 
rhythms and counter-point techniques from Han Bennink’s trap 
drum set, the taut raw electric guitar lines from Spiritualized’s J. 
Spaceman bowing in and out of the foreground, and, finally, the 
Fender Rhodes sprinkling slivers of glass (or is that ice?), care- 
fully placed in the background by Matthew Shipp, that seem to 
melt within the dense fabric of both “Part I” and Part II”. 

The electronic processing of sound does provide a center 
around which the improvisers can move in a less searching fash- 
ion than pure unadulterated improvisation would allow. There is 
a slightly self-conscious, forced simplicity to the pieces rhymes 
and harmonic possibilities, but not enough to turn the album into 
an underground crossover success. This recording is certainly 
not for the squeamish, but well worth the effort to find in town 
or order online, with over 60 minutes of living music. And if 
they continue to do what they’re doing here, I’ll keep putting my 
money out for it. 


-Rodney Bickham 
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the short stack... 


Drive-By Truckers 

Decoration Day 

New West Records 

When a record is a done right, in any genre, you can feel it, quickly and 
way deep down. I am not a big fan of what used to be called ‘Southern 
Rock’ and never was, but from the first new notes of their last record, 
Southern Rock Opera, I knew that this band had deep talent. In short, if 
you like Damien Jurado’s latest but you also like to balls-out rock 
sometimes, then give this a try. The Drive-By Truckers are mostly from 
northern Alabama, and have maintained a strong, strong vision despite 
several line-up changes. The core songwriters, and the Truckers boast 3 
talented ones, hold this band together with very vivid tales of the dusty 
road more traveled. Life is hard and ugly at times, and these guys tell it 
like it is without sensationalizing it or downplaying it. I might even 
gently suggest that there is a hint of Southern gothic going on here. 
This record, which was deemed too dark for their major label, was 
bought back by their management company and put out on New West, 
home of Vic Chesnutt and John Hiatt, among others. Back in the day 
this would be jammed by big, sweaty guys with beer guts, and there’s 
no too ways about it. But damn, this is good shit! 


Blue Series Continuum 

GoodandEvil Sessions 

Thirsty Ear 

It will be interesting to see if pianist Matthew Shipp goes down in 
music history for simply his music ability or for the way he is able to 
apply his skills to a wide range of musical styles. His foray into the 
world of hip-hop was well received with the recent release of Matthew 
Shipp vs. Anti-Pop Consortium, and surely will continue with the 
upcoming release of his work with emcee EI-P. On this latest Blue 
Series release, Shipp comes correct as he delves into the world of elec- 
tronica, releasing an album that successfully mixes out-jazz with nice, 
laid-back beats by the GoodandEvil production team. Of course, Shipp 
can’t take nearly all the credit for the work on this record, as Blue 
Series mainstays such as bassist William Parker and trumpeter Roy 
Campbell do more than their fair share musically to make this yet 
another solid Thirsty Ear release. 


The Liars 

We No Longer Knew 

Hand Held Heart 

The Liars are a band that can make many a struggling musician jealous. 
The Brooklyn-based band only practiced together for a month before 
hitting the stage in New York, and their debut album, They Stuck Us All 
in a Trench and Threw a Monument on Top, was somehow recorded in 
an astonishing two days. Although the album didn’t immediately take 
off on the small label Gern Blandsten, the quick re-release by Blast 
First/Mute Records almost immediately. brought the band to the front of 
the current dance-punk renaissance. They have recorded a new album, 
but label difficulties have forced the band to hold off the release until 
2004. Luckily, Hand Held Heart is doing their part during this down 
time, re-releasing one of the band’s earliest recordings from back in 
2000. While only containing three tracks, and clocking in at a measly 7 
minutes, this EP proves that The Liars knew how to get the kids danc- 
ing and rocking right from the beginning. 
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Beulah 

Yoko 

Velocette Records 

Beulah has departed noticeably from their definite style on their latest 
release, Yoko. Gone are the things that both make the band unique and, 
at the same time, a bit silly. The horns have vanished, the fa-la-la’s are 
few, and the chords that once were happy, fun, and upbeat have been 
replaced with much darker ones. One faintly gets the suspicion that the 
release of Yoko is an attempt to have the band be taken a bit more seri- 
ously, maybe trying to move beyond the Elephant Six crowd, where 
they’re well-loved, towards more of the following of Wilco and their 
ilk. While not every song is a winner, there is more than a far share of 
memorable ones, and the guys remind us that they haven’t forgotten 
how to write a catchy song or two. 


Broadcast 

Haha Sound 

Warp Records 

From the first listen, this is music that kind of seeps in to your skin, and 
sooner or later you’ ll find your head gently rocking back and forth 
without even really noticing it. But don’t worry, Haha Sound is far 
from background music. It might be spacey and breezy, but that doesn’t 
keep the record from being substantive. Birmingham, England’s 
Broadcast is often referred to as “‘space-age pop,” or something of the 
like, but there’s much more “space-age” than “pop” on this LP. It’s a 
bit haunting, a bit dreamy, and, even if you can’t quite explain why, 
there’s something about it that makes you want to listen to it all over 
again. 


Damien Jurado 

Holding His Breath 

Acuarela 

If you’re a WTUL DJ looking through the merits for something new to 
play, and you grab a disc with one large paragraph— a small essay, in 
fact— taped onto the cover, most likely you’ ve found an album that our 
music director Rob just can’t get enough of. Such was the case with 
Damien Jurado’s Where Shall You Take Me, released earlier this year on 
Sub Pop. The review mentioned Songs:Ohia, (another of his favorites), 
Bruce Springsteen (who knew the guy digged on The Boss?), and 
small-town midwestern America (aren’t you from B.R., homie?), and, 
for once, this guy might have been right on with his undying praise. 
Being the good music director that he is, the man wasn’t satisfied with 
only having that record at the station, so he searched the internet so that 
he could get a copy of the new Spain-only EP, Holding His Breath, for 
your listening pleasure. While the songs might not be quite as up-to-par 
as the batch on the widely-released LP, there’s still some gems on there, 
and the 5 tracks work well together, forming a nice cohesive unit. 


Alkaline Trio 

Good Mourning 

The Chicago three-piece has always been a little (ok, a lot) emo, but 
now their lyrics have taken a morbid turn, with fuzzy guitars and driv- 
ing drums that give musical force to the goosebump-inducing lyrics. 
Singer/bassist Dan Andriano’s songs are only slightly darker than his 
older tunes, but every one of Skiba’s songs mentions death, darkness or 
blood. Skiba has obviously gone through a lot since 2001’s From Here 
To Infirmary. However, as their lyrics have gotten darker, they’ve also 
gotten sharper. Both worked separately on solo/split albums in 2002, 
and those experiences seem to have helped each hone their own haunt- 
ing style. Good Mourning is perhaps the most valid attempt out there to 
to give “emo-core” a decent name. 


Out and about... 


WTUL Recommends 


Ballzack, Glory Bee, The Scripts 


Saturday, September oth 

The Howlin’ Wolf 

Ballzack likes WTUL. In fact, the lyricist-extraordinaire checks 
up with us every now and then to make sure that we haven’t for- 
gotten about him, just in case we’re doing a show where he 
might fit in on the bill. But don’t think that just cause his latest 
release, Knucklehead Memoirs, is filled with beats and rhymes 
that he’s afraid to work with some rock ‘n’ rollers, as he’s 
reminded us time to time. Looks like Ballzack didn’t need 
WTUL's help to put together a nice, eclectic show on this back- 
to-school Saturday, getting the twee emcees Glory Bee, who 
recently returned from a short hiatus,,as well as local punk rock 
act The Scripts to come join the fun. With something for every- 
one, looks like you’ll be able to bring the entire family to this 
show. Also, maybe you'll be able to pick up some of that hype 
Ballzack gear at the show—if you search the web, you’ ll find 
out that not only can you order a wide variety of hats and shirts 
from the emcee, but also lunchboxes and Frisbees! With a mer- 
chandise catalog like that, you can guarantee this man’s gonna 
make the big time, right? 


The Kills, Whirlwind Heat 


Thursday, September ith 

El Matador 

These days, things aren’t quite the same for the rock ‘n’ roll duo. 
It’s unfortunate, too, because the bare-bones approach of one 
guitar and one set of drums playing together is a reminder that 
much of today’s rock music is marked by excesses of one form 
or the other. However, after The White Stripes brought their 
sound to mainstream America, it seems that every other rock duo 
— not to mention a duo consisting of one male and one female— 
is subject to constant comparison to Jack and Meg White. The 
Kills, consisting of an American female guitarist and an English 
male drummer, often bring these comparisons, but don’t go to 
the show expecting to see The White Stripes version 2.0. 

Their latest full-length on Rough Trade, Keep on Your Mean 
Side, showcased their raw, sexy, and unique approach to writing 
catchy rock ‘n’ roll songs that you can move to. Whirlwind 
Heat, who most recently was in town as the opener for the White 
Stripes gig, opens this gig as well. 


Dalek, Zu, White Bitch, Potpie 

Tuesday, September igth 

The Mermaid Lounge 

Think of the most out-there hip-hop act you know. That’s the 
best you can do? It’s almost guaranteed that Dalek is much far- 
ther out than that. Mixing interesting, and, at times, dissonant, 
noise with intelligent IDMesque beats, the New Jersey-based 
duo brags about all the right stuff: “Forgot our days in shackles?/ 
You concentrate on battles?/ I lecture graduates/ Discussing Kant 
till they leave baffled.” Accompanied by the equally notable Zu, 
who brings their free-jazz meets no-wave stylings to the table, as 
well as locals White Bitch and Potpie, this is a show that you 


can bring a date that is going horribly, horribly wrong and show 
him or her that you don’t need 4/4 beats to get down on the 
dance floor. 


The Polyphonic Spree, Starlight Mints, Corn Mo 


Tuesday, September 23°4 
The Howlin’ Wolf 


New Orleans has roots in the gospel tradition, but whether or not 
we're ready for the arrival of the Polyphonic Spree is yet to be 
known. The band—and there’s about two dozen of them—all 
perform on flowing white robes, singing happy, uplifting songs, 
led by former Tripping Daisy singer Tim DeLaughter. The band 
matches its gospel influences with pop music influences, and 
similarities to both Beach Boys and the Flaming Lips can be 
heard in their songs. The group was originally slated to play in 
New Orleans earlier in the year, but a necessary recording situa- 
tion postponed the date until September. So if you’re ready to 
feel the spirit move you, but you’re too self-consciously white to 
get a taste of that real Sunday morning gospel experience, you 
should make sure to catch these ladies and gentlemen in action. 


The Sea and Cake 


Tuesday, September 23°4 

Twiropa 

Performing on the same night as the aforementioned Polyphonic 
Spree, The Sea and Cake won’t offer the same level of sheer fun, 
but there’!I be something richer and deeper going on at this 
show. Most now rightly think of The Sea and Cake as the pre- 
mier artist on Chicago’s Thrill Jockey Records, but the all-star 
group’s first album, released in 1994, was intended to be a one- 
off release. Nearly a decade later, Archer Prewitt, John 
McEntire, Sam Prekop, and Eric Claridge are still together and 
doing what they do best, as showcased on the most recently 
released recording, an EP entitled Glass. 


The Bellrays, Nebula 


September 24th 

The Parish Room 

I didn’t get to see X in June, the last rock ‘n’ roll show that the 
Shim Sham ever hosted. I went down to Toulouse, but the show 
had sold out, and X had once again escaped me. When I talked 
to friends after the show about how X was, the usual response 
was, as expected, good. But no one that talked about that show 
failed to mention the performance of openers The Bellrays. 
“They’re like a damn religious experience,” one person even 
exclaimed, undoubtedly talking mostly about the all-out per- 
formance of lead singer Lisa Kekaula. Hailing from sunny 
California, this is punk meets soul in its finest hour. The band’s 
been going at it for a decade now, and it seems that folks are 
finally beginning to take notice. 
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SAT. OCT. 4th 


- ORIGINAL THREE & DIE ROTZZ 


MANGINA ~ FRI. SEPT 5 
CIRCLE BAR 


SCRIPTS ~ SAT. SEPT. 6 
HOWLIN' WOLF 


W’ BALLZACK & GLORY BEE 


